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a lighted candle in his hand, and a smile upon 
his countenance, whch was still partially red, 
from the effects of my petulance. — I sulk'd and 
sobb'd, and he fondled and sooth'd ; — till I be- 
gan to brighten. Goldsmith, who, in regard 
to children, was like the Village Preacher he 
has so beautifully describ'd, — for 
"Their welfare pleased him, and their cares distress'd,*' 
seized the propitious moment of returning 
good-humour ;<?— so he put down the candle, 
and began to conjure. He placed three hats, 
which happen'd to be in the room, upon 
the carpet, and a shilling under each: — the 
shillings, he told me, were England, France, 



was turning a private eating-room into St. 
Stephen's Chapel, making the guests represen- 
tatives of counties, towns, and boroughs, and 
the master of the mansion Speaker of the 
House of Commons. This habit of harangue 
grew so much upon Sheridan in his declining 
days, that he would, in answering the obser- 
vation of any person in company, call him ' the 
honourable gentleman.' " 

The bulk of the book is filled up with such 
important matter as the following : — 

" Thg Piece was introduced by an excellent 
Pro'-jgue from my father; the allusions in it 
to the parent bird leading forth its young one, 



and S^ain. " Hey, presto, cockolorum !" cried ; and '° ^^"f »»d Icarus, were happily ima- 
the Doctor^-and, lo ! on uncovering the shil-!s med ' »»d as happily express dr-and were, to 
lings whkh had been dispersed, each beneath a "•"' ""% t °2*T& In A* V™' "^""J *? 
serrate hat, they wereVll found congregated | t "' een ¥ the Prologue and the begmmng of he 
under one. I was no Politician at five years '*>?• J P™»*4 ™7 father's hand, and thank d 



' '. , , him ;- 

at the sudden revolution which brought u , -. . - ,, - » . , - , , 

land, France, and Spain, all under one Crow,?; fected J* my manner.thBt l_m short, I could 
- I not help shedding 

to mention it here ; but let 



old,-aud, therefore, might not have won'derM ™" i -" J ?7 "•?** WC ™ Moa \7 Wki \* 
sudden revolution which brought EngJ^f. thou S h he "^ a PP ea T d ~ T h 8 , f T 



hut, as I was also no Conjuror, it amazed me " ot ^ el P eheJiln S » f <™ *«"*— ;' 4 ™T ** "" 
beyond measure. Astonishment might have ^'T' Sf £*' mea ?°? rt here ' ^'^ 
amounted to awe for one -who appear'd to me ■**££ f la ^ h who "»7r-I do not envy them 
gifted with the power of performing miracles, « ,~, ee ""^j, ., ... ., -r. , 

ff the good-nature of the man had not obvia- °» 8 f ond Noughts, as the Prologue is, 

ted my dread of the magician ;— but, from if 0W ' >" &w hands, it may not be unwelcome 
that time, whenever the Itoetor came to visit; *° **..*««*«* "> general ;—!, therefore, mtro- 



my father, 

1 1 pluck'd hia gown to share the good man's smile; 



duce it here, (Sec. &c. &c." 

It is but justice to Mr. Colman, to add, that 
{ he assigns in his Introduction, a satisfactory 
a game at romps constantly ensued, and we, reason, (to him) for writing these foolish vo- 
were always cordial friends, and merry play- homes, namely— the promise of his Publishers 
fellows. Our unequal companionship varied, that he should be well paid for it. We would 
somewhat, in point of sports, as I grew older, almost undertake to book up nothings our- 
butitdidnot last long ;— my senior playmate selves, on such a condition; though not per- 

baps, like Mr. Cohnan, to wnte ourselves 
down an ass, by putting our name to our non- 
sense. 



died, alas ! in his forty-fifth year, some months 
after I had attained my eleventh. His death, 
it has been thought, was hastened by " mental 
inquietude ;" — if this supposition be true, ne- 
ver did the turmoils of life subdue a mind more 
warm with sympathy for the misfortune of our 
fellow-creatures ; — but his character is familiar 
to every one who reads : — in all the numerous 
accounts of his virtues and his foibles, — his 
genius and absurdities, his knowledge of nature, 
and his ignorance of the world, — his " com- 
passion for another's woe" was always predo- 
minant ; and my trivial story, of his humour- 
ing a froward child, weighs but as a feather in 
the recorded scale of his benevolence." 
• a • 

" I may surprise some, and offend others, by 
saying that, I think Sheridan did not excel in 
light conversation ; — at least, not to that de- 
gree which might be expected from his trans- 
cendent abilities. Many men of inferior powers 
were, in my humble conception, pleasanter din- 
ner companions ; — his son Tom, for instance. 
I admit that nobody sitting down with him, 
for the first time, and ignorant of his abilities, 
c >uld have mistaken him for a common-place 
character ; nor would the evening pass with- 
out some thoughts, or turns of expression, es- 
caping him, indicative of genius ; but he wanted 

the flickering blaze of social pleasantry, the 

playful lightning of familiar discourse ; his style 
appear'd to me more an exercise than desultory 
table-talk. I have heard him, late in the even- 
ing, recapitulate nearly all that had been said 
at table, and comment upon it with much in- 



people dis liking to find their careless chat thus 
remember'd, and summ'd up, — this was rather 
speechifying than conversing ; and less fit for a 
dinner-party than for a debating society. It 



The Manners of the Day. 3 vols. 8vo. 
Darnleu ; or the Field of the Cloth of Gold. — 

By the Author of Richelieu, 8 vols. 8vo. 
The Lost Heir, and the Prediction, 3 vols. 8vo. 
Adventures of an Irish Gentleman, 3 vols. 8vo. 
London, Colburn and Bentler. 

The European publisher beats Shakspeareallto 
sticks. Panting time toils after him in vain, with 
a witness. The press of New Burlington-street 
is in one respect as the horse Eclipse, it leaves 
all competitors a mile behind the distance post. 
Though we regularly devote three-and-twenty 
hours a day to devouring its productions alone, 
we are always fifty volumes iu arrear, and at this 
this present writing we have twelve tomes to dis- 
cuss, besides a few dozens more or less in other 
parts of the Gazette, and apile uncut on our table. 
We remember a story, and a very good story it 
is, though somewhat venerable for its antiquity, 
of a Kerryman, who said a good thing to an 

English Militia Captain. It was thus : At 

the time of the interchange of the English 
and Irish Militias, a Captain, of the former 
country, had toiled with his troop through a la- 
borious day's march in the wilds of Kerry, very 
little delighted with the prospect of being sta- 
tioned in such a quarter, and grumbling at the 
wretched roads, and the unconscionable length of 
thelrish miles, which were not then reduced to the 
genuity, and satire; buV— to say nothing of) British standard ; towards the close of the tedious 



and toilsome day, they met a brisk little moun- 
taineer, tripping along as light as a fairy, 
say, Mr. Bogtrotter," cried the Captain, 
" what's .tke reason you make the miles so con- 



founded long in this cursed country of yours?" 
" Och, piss* your honour's glory," replied 
Phaidrig, with a look of the most profound de- 
ference, " the roads, as your honour persaves, 
is mighty bad entirely, so, when we heerd the 
army was coram' from foreign parts, we thought 
the least we could do was to make it up to them 
in good measure any haw." It » not for us to 
make any application of our apologue. 

Much as we detest what are commonly 
called* " fashionable novels," h* ordinary, we 
must do " The Manners of the Bay" the jus- 
tice to acknowledge, that, with the nasal mix- 
ture of French and foppery, and rather mis- 
taken views as to what really constitutes the 
fireside life of the higher classes of society, 
there is a great deal of sprightliness, and withal 
a vein of common sense running through it, 
that renders it very pleasant reading. It is 
curious to observe the pervading influence of 
politics throughout all grades and persons in 
England. Here is a book written by a lady, 
about ladies, and for the entertainment of la- 
dies, yet, in order to make it interesting, it is 
thought necessary to make the heroine the 
wife of a prime-minister, and some of the prin- 
cipal incidents turn upon the ins and outs of 
party, and on the results of a political dueL — ■ 
One volume is devoted to a sojourn in Ireland, 
whither the ex-minister, with his beautiful 
young wife, betakes himself to eat grass for a 
season, at his hereditary castle, till the " course 
of events" brings him back again to office, and 
Hamilton-place. There is nothing nationally 
characteristic or displaying any acquaintance 
with the habits of society in this country, as dis- 
tinguished from those of England, in this par 
of the work, the scene of which is laid in Gal- 
way. We prefer offering as a specimen of the 
book, a passage which relates to the perfectly 
novel, and no less important subject of an 
admission to Almacks : — 

" ' In crossing Sfc James's-street this morn- 
ing,' said Captain Mordaunt, • I received the 
congratulations of no less than three idlers 
upon an accession of family honours. I am 
told, Helen, that you have taken Lady Dan- 
vers's list ; or rather, that you are to be the 
new patroness.* 

" ' Such was the report last night at Whites,' 
added Forreston, < and various pretensions 
were formed, and numerous bets laid, concern- 
ing the probable distribution of your favour.' 

" < In the first place,' said her brother, ' / 
protest against the Forsyths; I shall never 
pardon them for deserting the respectable sphere 
which was of right their own." 

"' Your protest, my dear brother, is as su- 
perfluous and as Quixotic as the Duke of N.'s 
against the Catholic Question. I have no pa- 
tronage to bestow or withhold ; — the honour 
was offered me, indeed, — but a thousand rea- 
sons induced me to decline it' 

" • Quite right," observed Lord Forreston 

' What hod pou to gain from such an invidious 
distinction? — A doubtful position in society, 
or a large family of ugly daughters, might apo- 
logise for the heroism of a woman devoting 
herself to martyrdom in such a cause ; but 
Lady Willersdale would be inexcusable in ra- 
tional eyes, for bestowing her time and patience 
on such a labour of folly; and for involving 
herself in the paltry tracasseries of a society, 
which it is her business to keep — where it will 
be satisfied to remain — at her feet.' 

"'It was humility, however, rather than 
pride, which motived say refusal. I am reveal- 
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ing no secret to yon, Lord Forreston, or to my 
two friends, in confessing that I find myself by 
accident rather than by desert or right, the wife 
of tltc prime minister of England ; and that I 
am but a single season removed from my pro- 
vincial obscurity. The muster-roll of the 
clique of fashion is at present only half familiar 
to me ; for, after all, le dictionnaire dm eti- 
quettes forms but a dry study of those born 
without the pale of the purlieus to the courts 
of kings. I know nothing of your bye-laws, 
your prejudices, your antipathies, and excom- 
munications; — a dutchess is still to me a dutch- 
ess, however dowdy; and I should neither 
dream of rejecting a Lady Julia for being too 
fat, nor a Lady Maria from the disfigurement 
of her red hair. Were Almack's a purely 
aristocratic reunion, claimable by privilege of 
peerage, there could be no difficulty in adjusting 
the demands of its aspirants ; but the decrees 
of mere fashion are too arbitrary, and too un- 
gracious, and too difficult of comprehension, 
to one so inexperienced as myself.' 

" ' You remind me of the malefactor whose 
plea of insanity was rejected, from the subtle 
logic with which he proved himself to be mad, 
But whatever your motive, real or alledged, 
I cannot but revere, Lady Willersdale, the 
prudence of your decision.' 

" ' Miss Dudley says nothing,' interrupted 
Captain Mordaunt. ' Perhaps she already 
regrets the delicious security of having her in- 
terests safe in the immediate hands of a pa- 
troness.' 

" ' Lady Willersdale has already the promise 
of subscriptions for the season for us both,' 
replied Florence, lifting her face from her work, 
and throwing back the raven hair which had 
intruded over her beautiful forehead. ' But 
as you provoke me by this accusation of sel- 
fishness, allow ine to assure you that even with 
my insignificant experience of society, I despise 
your Almack's altogether.' 

" ' Indeed !' said Lord Forreston, « are you 
aware of the pains and penalties annexed to 
such a declaration ? Do you know that you 
may remain partnerless for the whole season ? 
that you may be burned at the tea-room fire 
for heresy?' 

" ' Yet I formed my old opinion upon the 
good information of one of the most exclusive 
of the exclusives, — who assured me last night, 
' that Almack's was the most unflirtable ball 
w London ; — 'qu'on y etoit trap en evidence ; — 
that in the memory of the oldest dowager, its 
glaring publicity had never been selected as 
the local of a proposal; — that the decided 
abonnees, who are as sure to be found there as 
the chandeliers, are neglected at other balls, 
and postponed as partners till the inevitable 
Wednesday night ; that it forms an indispen- 
sable certificate to persons of doubtful ton ; 
but a work of supererogation to those who are 
better amused elsewhere.' 

"'Excellent!' exclaimed Lord Forreston, 
Perceiving by the contemptuous glance of Miss 
■Dudley's eye, that her maxims were ironically 
recited. 'Who could not swear to one of 
Lady Juliana C's tirade*.' 

" ' Pardon me, my instructress was a person 
Jar more interesting to yourself.' 

" Lord Forreston coloured deeply with the 
gratification of discovering that himself and his 
predilections had not escaped notice in Hamil- 
ton Place. He did not, however, disclaim the 
insinuation. 

"« As I perceive that Lady Alberville has 



favoured you with her confession of fashiona- 
ble faith, you will be the more surprised to 
learn, as I have already learned from herself, 
that she has graciously accepted the post re- 
jected by Lady Willersdale's better discern- 
ment.' 

« > By no means '—like other potentates, she 
will despise the mob she rules.' 

* ' And no one,' added Lady Willersdale, 
' can be better versed in the art of its govern- 
ment. The world of fashion is all her own ; 
er ette eonnoit bien son moxde / Besides, Lady 
Alberville is at present unincumbered by the 
care of a husband's popularity ; a care which 
must necessarily have fettered my own move- 
ments in a similar position.' 

" « Long may she remain so,' observed Lord 
Forreston, rising with a parting bow. ' We 
cannot spare so brilliant a meteor to the twi- 
light of domestic life ; — no, no ! — let her re- 
main a patroness.' 

" Captain Mordaunt suffered his friend to 
depart alone, with a view to interrogating Miss 
Dudley's opinions of her new acquaintance. 

" She did not, however, keep him in sus- 
pense ; acknowledging that of alTthe. strangers 
she had seen in London, Lord Forreston was 
the only one gifted with the air noble, her in- 
experience had assigned to the universal aris- 
tocracy of England. 

" ' Forming my conclusions from Lord Wil 
lersdale's person and address,' she added, ' I 
had expected to find the whole nobility grace- 
ful, and polished, and intellectual ; and I al- 
most wish that the error of my judgment had 

not been rectified by the sight of Lord K , 

and Lord S ; or by the sound of Lord 

Bernard Neville's niaiseries. But this Lord 
Forreston of yours, Captain Mordaunt, is a 
younger brother of the Willersdale school.' 

" < For his sanity's sake, I rejoice that he is 
out of hearing ; for I fancy he is somewhat 
more than Willersdale's contemporary.' 

"' Not quite:' observed Captain Mordaunt, 
' but he is within a year of the fatal forty; a 
fact betrayed by the provoking veracity of the 
peerage. But have a care of your enthusiasm 
in his cause, Miss Dudley : have a care ! — for I 
forewarn you that Forreston is not a marrying 
man.' 

" ' Nor / a marrying woman !' replied Flo- 
rence, neither resentfully, nor discomposedly. 
And as Captain Mordaunt at that moment 
took leave of them, Lady Willersdale hastened 
to remonstrate with her on her rejoinder. 

" ' Not a marrying woman ! vvila bien une 
phrase de demoiselle !' 

" ' But not the less a true assertion on my 

part. How! my dear Lady Willersdale! 

can you suppose that 7, who know so well the 
miserable influence extending from the poverty 
of an Irish landlord over his wretched de- 
pendents, that I can still selfishly dream of 
augmenting the embarrassments of the Mitford 
family ? — that I, who know and care for every 
inmate of every hovel on its estates, could wish 
to wring the means of my future existence out 
of their squalid labours ?' 

" ' Indeed I do not! and still less do I ima- 
gine that you would condescend to waste your 
affections on one who has consented to resign 
them.' 

" ' Harry Mitford has done well !' resumed 
Florence indignantly, 'and I will follow his 
example.' 

" ' But I wish you would begin your good 
works by resigning the prejudice that this 



Anacharsis Cloots of yours represents the whole 
human race. — You have Lord Barton at your 
feet — Mellerton — my poor brother ; — and, un- 
less I am much mistaken, Lord Forreston, the 
unique and supreme Forreston himself, is 
already on the critical verge of a sentiment.' 

" ' Possibly ! but not for me. — JVousverrons.' 

" The conversation was now interrupted by 
the arrival of Lady Isabella Vyvyan, who came 
to insure the company of Florence Dudley in a 
visit to Lady Gertrude Wentworth ; who, as 
she was well disposed to escape from a further 
discussion with Lady Willersdale on the sub- 
ject of her private attachments and public 
admirers, readily consented ; while Helen re- 
solved to devote the period of her absence to 
a visit in Wilton Crescent, where Lady Mor- 
daunt was now established.'* 

Darnley : s also an agreeable piece of light 
reading to while away an idle evening with. It 
is of a more ambitious, Walter Scottian cha- 
racter, than the last named novel : and there is 
a good deal of spirit in the descriptions both of 
character and scenery. We had marked a 
scene at the court of Henry, for an extract, 
but we find our limits forbid. 

The Lost Heir is no favourite of ours ; the 
opening character is, we think, a poor imitation 
of Father O'Collogan, in Colly Grattan's story 
of the Priest, or the Garde du Corps. The 
Irish in both tales is miserably bad, and so is the 
radicalism. 

The Irish Gentleman belongs unfortunately 
to that class which lends its name to a certain 
plain and pungent species of snuff : it is a coarse 
nasty book. 
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Memoirs of the Tower of London. By Britton 
and Brayley, embellished with a series of en- 

C rings on wood, by Branston and Wright, 
ndon — Hurst, Chance, and Co. 1830. 

This is a cheap compendious history of the 
great metropolitan fortress of Britain, compiled 
in that able workmanlike manner, which we 
might expect from the experienced hands of 
Messrs. Britton and Brayley, embellished with 
wood cuts by the more juvenile, but, in their 
way, not less skilful workmen, Messrs. Brans- 
ton and Wright. It is an amusing, as well as 
very pretty book, but yet not at all equal in 
beauty of embellishment to the « Tower Me- 
nagerie," by the same artists, to which this vo- 
lume is intended to form a companion. We 
think it bad taste, and dislike exceedingly the 
system adopted in this and some other recent 
works, of printing wood vignettes on blank 
pages, instead of incorporating them with the 
text. It is not doing the cuts justice, for they 
invariably look like dingy blots in the mass of 
white paper by which they are surrounded; 
while, by taking a place legitimately belonging 
only to the finished copper or steel plate embel- 
lishments, and to which the wood cut has no 
just pretension, they provoke a comparison that 
would not otherwise have been thought of, and 
deserve the rebuke due to presumption and for- 
wardness. As a head or tail piece nothing can 
be more appropriate and effective than the good 
wood cut; it is far better for these purposes even 
than the most elaborated copper or steel plate, 
for its bold and vigorous effect easily receives that 
character of freedom and facility which should 
always appertain to such embellishments, while 
its colour is in perfect harmony with the page 



